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Article 23

The Laureate’s mission is to allow undergraduate
students at Western Michigan University a place in
which to publish their works of fiction, poetry,
non-fiction, and other creative works. The Laureate
strives to be a professional and engaging journal
that appeals to all.

To The Readers:
In your hands is the 2006 issue of The Laureate: Western Michigan University’s
undergraduate literary magazine. The magazine is small, but should not be
overlooked. I am proud of the undergraduates that have taken time out of their
hectic schedules to write. I am even more proud, and honored, that many
of them chose to share their work by submitting it for a chance at publication.
My staff and I have selected pieces for publication that best seem to represent
the broad range of style, genre and subject that the undergraduate student writers
employ. This is my first year on the staff of The Laureate and my first year
as Editor-in-Chief. In September, the idea of putting together a magazine seemed
like a bewildering task and would have been impossible without the help of
the assistant editors and the designers.
If you’ve picked up this issue at our magazine release reading, thank you
for attending. If this magazine has fallen into your hands by other means, thank
you for picking it up. In either case, please enjoy and appreciate the work of
the talented undergraduate writers here at Western Michigan University. In short,
thank you all for reading and writing: please continue these activities perpetually,
and with much vigor.

Rose Swartz
Editor-in-Chief
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DISAPPEARING KEVIN KANE
A young man walks past the bar, just opened for tonight in this horrid heat. The bricks look
hot enough to bake bread with. He says hello to an old man who wears a black cowboy hat,
and speaks very slowly in returning the greeting. The young man must lean in close to hear.
“Made it to Monday,” the old man says.
“Yeah, me too.”
“Haven’t found a girlfriend yet,” the older man says. He looks melted to his bench. Two
middle-aged men stand beside the entrance to the bar, leaning on either side and looking
sideways at the scene as if they feel suspicion for the world itself. They watch with interest
as the young and old man talk.
The young man replies, “yeah, me neither.”
“Why not?” old asks and young must lean in close to hear him.
“Well, I know where they are, I just can’t touch ‘em,” says young.
Old repeats: “Why not?” His skin wrinkles have more wrinkles etched into them. The
mass looks sticky in the heat.
“Well, I gotta get going but good luck with Tuesday,” says young. It was a moving
conversation where young never quite stopped walking, but with each exchange moved a
little farther away.
Old says, “come back later.”
“I’ll try,” from young, who has to turn around to say it.
The shopping district of aged, crumbling buildings housing coffee shops and clothing
stores ends suddenly into hot open space devoid of shade or benches. The road heads into a
residential district, out into the heat. Young turns around and heads back the same way,
without crossing the street away from the emerging scene around the bar. Young stops and
looks across the street first. A small, narrow alley leads behind the set of stores on the
other side and on the wall, a mural of grape vines spreads across the bricks. The alley looks
immaculate except for small piles of dust and dirt from the bricks. All the stores across
the way are closed. No one walks along the avenue. The air itself hazes before young’s eyes,
making the street seem too wide to cross. Old watches young walk back up.
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Young: “Hey, take care,” toward old.
Gaining animation, pulling himself unstuck from the overheated bench and pointing at
the bar, old asks, “Can I buy you a drink?” The finger looks made of wax, shiny and
inhuman. Jutting from an equally strange, sculpted hand, it points toward the entrance to
the establishment. Young feels the two men standing beside the bar’s entrance looking
at him, waiting for his reply. The question rings around inside of young’s head. The sound
of the voice which struggled so hard past the thin, cracked lips echoes and young
can’t decide if the words themselves aren’t still out there, suspended in the heat, waiting
to evaporate.
Young continues walking, carefully lifting one leg and putting his foot down, suddenly
scared of tripping. The sets of eyes follow every movement. Even after he lies by saying,
“no, that’s alright, I gotta get going,” and begins to walk down the sidewalk toward the
closed shops and dusty masonry, the question echoes and chases.
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AMERICAN ANOMALY NICOLE SMITH
No one ever believed me when I said I had an albino cousin. He was my third cousin really,
but an albino nonetheless. I suppose I wouldn’t have believed it myself, if it weren’t for a
Fourth of July family reunion. I was eight, and Mom had warned my brother and me that
this younger cousin of ours would be there. “Just so you know,” she said, “your little
cousin Buck is an albino.” Mom used the same tone of voice as if she were explaining that
we would be eating fried chicken for dinner.
“What’s an al—al—?” I said.
“Al-By-No,” my eleven-year-old brother Patrick sounded out. “It means he has no color.
His hair and skin are white, and he has pink eyes.” I immediately thought back to the
time I had contracted pinkeye. When I woke up in the morning, Mom had to wipe my
eyelids with a warm towel just to get them from sticking together.
“Not ‘pinkeye,’” Dad explained, somehow knowing what I was thinking. “Pink eyes.
Buck has pink eyes.”
“I don’t think so, Walt,” Mom said matter-of-factly. “I think Buck’s eyes were blue when
he was a baby.”
“Well then how in God’s name do they know he’s an albino? I mean, dye Patrick’s hair
with some peroxide and he’d look albino too,” said dad, as Patrick’s eyes lifted in sadness.
“No offense son; you’re Irish.”
Dad pulled the car into the driveway of one of the great-aunts. “That’s enough,” Mom
whispered before letting us out of car. “Remember, Buck is just a normal kid like you,
so don’t stare.” Patrick and I looked at each other with equally devious smiles. We both
knew that when adults said “don’t stare” it just made staring more inevitable.
Walking out to the backyard, Patrick and I stayed shoulder to shoulder—making a fortress
against the army of pinching uncles and red-lipped aunts in search of fresh young cheeks.
Even together, we were no match for the adults. I managed to escape with no fewer than
three lip stamps on my face, and Patrick’s red hair was ruffled from all the head patting.
Once all the greetings had settled down, Mom proudly handed her patented American
flag whipped cream cake to an old woman she called Aunt Betty. “Lilly helped me wash
the strawberries,” Mom boasted, giving me a wink. Really, I had only watched Mom as she
had carefully wiped each berry with a damp cloth. She was always quick to give my
brother and me credit for things she had done.
As Mom and Aunt Betty continued to disclose family baking secrets, I noticed Patrick
making his way into the garage with Dad. After quickly losing interest in the many uses
of baking soda, I went to the garage and peeked inside. I saw Patrick standing amid a circle
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of grown men with beer guts and VFW shirts. They had already begun quizzing poor Patrick
about World War II weaponry. “Look in that gun cabinet, son,” one of them said. “Can
you tell me which one of those firearms is circa 1942?” Patrick stared blankly, and though I felt
sorry for him, I quickly decided it was better him than me.
Already bored, my mind retreated to the last interesting topic—my cousin Buck. In search
of my first encounter with an albino, I scanned the circle of lawn chairs for any extremely
pale children. However, it being an Irish family, pale skin didn’t quite narrow down my search.
Just then, I heard a car door slam, and a woman’s voice speaking in some form of highpitched baby talk. “Now Buck, be a good little firecracker and Mummy will give you lots of
sparklers tonight ... ”
Buck, the al–, albino! I ran toward the garage, sure Patrick would want to see Buck too.
In the mass of veteran war heroes, Patrick stood in a stupor. “This gun here could take out a
rabbit from ‘bout forty yards,” a fat bald man explained, holding a long gun with one eye
closed, as if he had the rabbit in his sights. “But this one,” he said, taking a much longer one
from the cabinet, “this beauty will take out damn-near anything.”
“Patrick ... ” I whispered, “Buck’s here.”
“Did someone say ‘buck’?” the man shouted. “Yeah, it’ll take out a buck ... ”
My brother and I ran to the front yard where all the cars were parked, but disappointment
set in when there was no sign of Buck. “This way,” said Patrick, leading me along the side
of the house. We peered around the corner, but all I could see of Buck were his shoes as he was
swept into a huddle of the kissing aunts and grandmothers. We waited, knowing they would
have to let him go eventually. And then they did. My first encounter with a real albino; I could
hardly wait. But just as quickly as the old woman let go of Buck, we were again filled
with frustration. Buck was dressed in pants, a long-sleeved T-shirt, a baseball cap, and tiny
sunglasses. From what I could tell, Buck looked like any other Irish kid.
“I can’t see him,” I whispered. “Why’s he all covered up?”
“Because albinos burn in the sun real bad,” answered Patrick. “They have to stay in the
shade and wear lots of sunscreen.” I thought back to a camping trip we had taken last summer.
Dad had fallen asleep on the beach, and his back had turned dark pink in just an hour. He
spent the rest of the weekend groaning in pain as Mom liberally applied aloe to try to prevent
any blisters. I figured if Dad could fry in an hour, Buck could probably burn up in a matter
of minutes.
“We’ll have to get a closer look,” said Patrick, and I followed his lead. Keeping Buck in our
sights, we headed over to where Dad was playing Bocce ball with some of the men from the
garage. The playing field was about ten yards close to Buck, so we figured we would wait there
while planning our next move.
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“Bu-uck,” the baby-talking woman called to her son. “Buck-Baby, do you have to tinkle
in the loo-loo?” Patrick cut me a look as if to say, “Loo-loo?” and I just shrugged. Taking
Buck’s creamy hand, she led him across the yard and into the house. “That’s my good little
apple dumplin’ ... ”
I gave Patrick a look, and we both knew that getting a decent look at Buck meant following
him into the house. Keeping a safe distance behind them, we casually made our way into
the house behind Buck and his mother. By the time we got into the cool shade of the family
room, Buck had been taken to the bathroom. We realized it was important for us to
look unsuspicious. I darted into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator and pulled out Mom’s
American flag whipped cream cake. I figured if I had a dish in my hand, I’d look somewhat
busy and have some excuse to be in the house. Just as I carefully pulled it from the shelf,
Buck ran up behind me screaming, “Cake! Cake!” Before I knew it, a heap of whipped cream
and strawberries lay on the yellow linoleum, and visions of child abandonment passed in
my mind.
“Ooh,” said Buck, and before his mother could stop him, he was face down in the
whipped cream, laughing hysterically. Just then, Mom walked in the kitchen and saw what
was going on.
She immediately knew who to blame, and quickly began spewing forth questions.
“What did you guys do? Do you know how long it too me to make that cake? What were
you thinking ... ?”
“Get outside,” was her final comment, and Patrick and I knew better than to stick
around and offer our assistance. With our heads lowered, my brother and I made our way
to the back porch. Sitting on the steps, we considered our punishments in silence. I
imagined Mom and Dad dropping Patrick off at some boarding school, just before taking
me to the nearest orphanage.
Just then, Buck and his mother came out of the house. His face was still covered in a
layer of whipped cream. Holding a kitchen towel, his mother slowly wiped Mom’s confection
off Buck’s cheeks. She removed his cap, revealing Buck’s white hair.
Forgetting our inevitable retribution, Patrick and I stared at our cousin, the anomaly.
His hair was as white as the old man playing Bocce ball with Dad. Buck’s mother,
then slipped off the tiny sunglasses from her son’s head, and my brother and I finally caught
a glimpse of what we’d been waiting for. Once the icing had been wiped from his eyelids,
Buck’s eyes popped open, and we realized it hadn’t really been worth all the trouble. Mom
was right; Buck’s eyes were blue.
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CHICKEN CURRY NICHOLAS MUI KER LIK
My grandmother is a cloud of grey smoke, the smoke of charcoal cooking fires and
frankincense. I know her, and I know she exists in a small jade crucifix, a pair of heavy glasses,
and the spicy smell of chicken curry, but I cannot touch her. I cannot see her wrinkled
face or hear her soft, gravelly voice. I cannot recall her stories, what kind of tea she liked, or
even how old she was the last time I saw her. My memory of her is blurred by my lack
of fluency in Cantonese, the language of my ancestors. My parents, proponents of the British
education system, rarely spoke to me in my mother tongue. Growing up in an Englishspeaking household, I could rarely converse with my grandmother or understand what she said
to me. Sometimes I caught fragments of meaning and bits of stories, but I cannot even tell
how much of that was truly said, and how much stemmed from things I made up to fill in the
gaps. All I can remember of my grandmother are small things, like the food she used to
cook, the way she sometimes sat in the armchair in her living room, and the steel-rimmed
glasses she wore.
On a grey Tuesday morning in 1997, my aunt woke me up and told me that my
grandmother had died. The day before, at the hospital, my father had instructed me to follow
my aunt to her house and spend the night, while he and my mother dealt with family matters.
I had eaten dinner with my aunt’s family and had fallen asleep soon after.
I sat still in the guest bed while my aunt said we were going to prepare for my grandmother’s
funeral. My first thought was, I’ve got to tell mom. My second thought was, I don’t have to
go to school today.
What did poh poh die of? I asked.
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The official cause of her death was liver failure, my aunt said.
That meant nothing to me. In my mind, liver failure could not have been the thing that
killed her.
•••
After my grandmother’s death, I spent the next two days at home or at my cousin’s house
in Petaling Jaya, I’m not sure which. I must have read some Doraemon comics or played
some video games, and I can clearly remember the hotness in the pit of my stomach, the
sweatiness of my palms, the dry feeling in my eyes. I may have been excited. I was supposed
to be sad, but I didn’t understand why, or why everyone around me moved in fast motion
while I walked around the house and watched them: my mother, beginning to fry eggs, then
turning away and crying while the eggs burned; my aunt yelling at someone over the
phone; my cousins playing with their dolls and asking me to join them; the neighbor’s dogs
barking at the people rushing in and out of the house. I was waiting for something to
happen, and I couldn’t breathe properly. The air was too thin. I had to take long, gasping
breaths, and my hands were numb. I wanted to ride my bicycle to the local park but I
was afraid that I’d stop breathing or my hands would steer the bike into oncoming traffic,
and then they’d have to prepare for two funerals.
My grandmother favored thin shirts and trousers with floral batik prints, and always
wore a green jade bangle around her left wrist and a ring of Indian gold on her right
ring finger. Once, when I was eight, I asked about the ring. It was right after the Palm
Sunday mass and my mother and I were taking my grandmother home from the
church. I asked my mother, Why is poh poh’s ring Indian?
My mother said, The ring is called Indian because the gold it’s made of is darker than
normal gold.
We got into the yellow family Mitsubishi and, during the drive back to my grandmother’s
house, the ring was on my mind. Was grandmother not allowed to wear a brighter shade
of gold? Was wearing dark gold a punishment for some crime committed long ago? Perhaps
any gold my grandmother wore would eventually tarnish. I wanted to take the gold ring
and keep it hidden and see if it ever got any darker. If it did, I would bury it in the field
behind my house, beneath the grave of my first dog, Snowy, so that she could guard it and
not let it escape.
John was my grandmother’s oldest son, but I would never admit to him being my
uncle. He was a pot-bellied scoundrel, with wild hair and beady, brown eyes. He was named
after John the Baptist, but the only liquid he washed his sins in was beer. I often wondered
why he lived with my grandmother when he seemed to resent her. My mother told me that
John felt the universe owed him a great debt, that he was born in the wrong place at the
wrong time, and the only person he could collect from was my grandmother. My aunts and
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uncles would sometimes say that he was a bad son, that he would insult my grandmother,
hurl obscenities at her, especially when he was in a bad mood. He was always too busy
driving his bus or going out with his drinking buddies to take my grandmother to the doctor,
or to have a conversation with her, or to spend time with her and ask her to tell him stories
about the past. I despised him because, whenever he looked at me, I could see my reflection
staring out of his eyes.
•••
My grandparents lived in what used to be a small village called Old Town, on the edge
of the city of Petaling Jaya. As a child I thought that Old Town was where all the people over
fifty went to live after they’d retired and their children had grown. It was a quiet place
with narrow roads, and the houses that lined each street were usually made of wood planks
and cinderblocks. My grandparents’ house was one of the few exceptions. It was a large,
double-storied cement and brick house with spacious concrete front and back yards, and a
tall rambutan tree outside. My grandparents lived on the ground floor and the upper
floor was rented out. My mother said that it used to be the same as the other houses along
the street but my grandfather renovated the house after saving up for many years.
Long ago, when the house was still small and made of wood, my grandmother kept
ducks and chickens for their eggs and meat. The oldest chickens and ducks would get taken
to market and a few of the fatter ones would be slaughtered on festival days. While my
grandparents celebrated Chinese New Year, the Winter Festival, and Christmas, the chickens
and ducks probably lived in fear of the cleaver and prayed there would be a Heaven for
them to go to. When the house was renovated and the yard was paved over, the bones of the
slaughtered animals were stuck in the earth, mixed up in a bloody mess so that some ducks
had chicken’s beaks and necks and chickens had ducks’ wings, and none of them could
ever fly away. Perhaps they pecked upwards with their crooked beaks and beat their broken
wings against their concrete coffin lid. Maybe their screams kept my grandmother awake
at night and left her feeling so tired that she didn’t notice what she was cooking for herself
anymore. That might have been the first thing that killed her.
Speaking to my grandmother was like drawing on a black sheet of paper with a piece of
charcoal. Lei hao ma? I would ask, How are you? Beyond that, I spoke gibberish, and she said
words I could not understand. When she spoke, I tried to capture her words on that black
sheet of paper, build them into comprehensible images, like crude drawings on the walls
of a cave that tried to capture the moment, but not its meaning. I would try to trace the lines
and contours of our conversations, the general shape of what it was she tried to tell me.
When I spoke to her, I tried to tell her what I could understand of the images on the dark
paper. I could never see my own drawings of her words with any clarity, and I hated that
black sheet for hiding from me all the things my grandmother said. I tried tearing it up and
throwing the scraps away. I tried to learn more Cantonese so that I could directly listen to
what my grandmother had to say but every time I turned my head, the black paper was there
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again and I’d have no choice but to use it. It was either that or refrain from talking to my
grandmother at all.
My grandmother wore a mask at all times. It was a perfect replica of a human face and
had lips and a tongue that could speak, and eyes that could see. I sometimes wanted to
take the mask away, to stop her endless shuffle, and ask her what she really thought of her
children. Particularly John.
The first funeral service was for immediate family members. It was held in the morning,
in Assunta, a church of the Blessed Lady of the Assumption along Jalan Gasing. I went
to the funeral in a red t-shirt because I didn’t have any black ones. My grandmother’s white
wood coffin was placed right before the altar: an offering. I wrote, Please accept, on a
scrap of paper and drowned it in one of the small holy water wells at the back of the church.
I was afraid of getting caught, but the rest of my family was standing close to the altar
and talking among themselves, so they didn’t notice what I was doing. I crossed myself,
walked to the front, kneeled, and sat in a pew with a group of my cousins.
The priest who conducted the service was Father Volle, an old Frenchman who sometimes
spoke so softly that I could not hear what he said. My grandfather stood in the front pew
and began to cry when Father Volle walked around the coffin, swinging a censer of burning
frankincense back and forth. Each time the priest passed in front of the coffin, the smoke
from the censer grew thicker and thicker, as if to hide the casket from my sight. While the
priest’s voice droned on, I thought about plates of crispy rojak, bowls of ice-cold cendol, and
what I would like to have for lunch.
My mother often told me that my grandmother was a strong woman. When I looked
at her, a small woman in thick glasses, I couldn’t say what kind of strength she had. Probably
not the same kind of strength a soldier would need to lug a full backpack over miles of
rocky terrain, or the strength of a coal miner, chipping away at the cavities in the earth. Years
ago, my mother and I would sometimes visit my grandparents in the mornings before I
had to go to school. My mother would see to it that my grandparents had an adequate supply
of heart and liver medicine, and help them with little chores around the house. I’d sit
on the living room floor and stare at my grandparents as they sat in their chairs, watching a
black-and-white television set. Grandfather would sprawl all over his seat, letting his long
limbs and large head fill the space around him. Grandmother would sit back in her chair, her
hands neatly crossed over her lap. Her back was bent with the years, but she would stare
at the television with the intensity of a tiger stalking its prey, even when she watched Hong
Kong dramas and comedies. My grandfather watched early newscasts, but when it was
time for my grandmother’s favorite show, she would slowly stand up, make her way to the set,
and change the channel to RTM 2 before going back to her seat beside him. I would offer
to change the channel for her, but she would insist on doing it herself. My grandmother was
no more than four-and-a-half feet tall, and watching her sit next to my grandfather, an
imposing man over six feet in height, I wondered what had possessed this big, boisterous
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man to chase after and marry this unassuming woman. I could never ask because I did not
know how to.
My grandmother always wore a worn jade bangle around her left wrist. It was handed
down to her from her mother, and her mother’s mother, and her great-grandmother, and so
on. It must have been incredibly heavy, a stone circle around my grandmother’s heart
line, because I don’t know if I ever saw her raise her left arm high enough to wave goodbye.
I imagined a great reverse pyramid of ancestors, with whole clans balancing at the top and
each layer, each generation supported by a successively smaller number of descendants until it
came to my grandmother at the bottom, holding up the entire structure of bodies with
one manacled hand. The crushing weight of the pyramid must have been too much for my
grandmother’s brittle bones to support, and I believed that was the second thing that
killed her.
It was the Chinese New Year of 1993 and my grandmother was busy at her outdoor
kitchen, stirring the contents of a large metal pot on a clay charcoal stove, preparing
the reunion dinner as only she knew how. The rich aroma of cooked meat hung in the air as
my grandmother moved around the kitchen, ladling large portions of chicken curry into
bowls filled with steamed white rice. She then carried them to the wooden dinner table in the
dining room and set them neatly down, one before each seat. Every time my grandmother
set her load on the dinner table, she wiped her hand across her brow before returning to the
kitchen to get more bowls of rice and curry. She moved slowly, formally, without making
any noise, her feet tracing the steps of a familiar dance. I sat to one side of the dingy dining
room and watched her, not saying anything to interrupt her concentration.
Just after she set down the last pair of bowls and retreated to the kitchen, I went up to
the dinner table. There were orange plastic bowls, white porcelain bowls, red clay bowls,
and shiny steel bowls. To me, the scent of the curry was darkly spicy, pungent with the aroma
of age and blood. It smelled like hot nights, warm sea winds, and fragrant wood smoke.
I reached out, took a plastic bowl of rice and curry in my hands, and almost dropped it. The
bowl was too hot for me to touch, but my grandmother had held it barehanded. I thought
my grandmother had gone through some special training to carry hot things, some secret that
was passed down through the family. I walked to the kitchen to ask my grandmother how
she could carry the bowls without getting burned before I realized that I didn’t know what
words to use in Cantonese.
The second funeral service was held at my grandmother’s house, at night, and was attended
by friends of the family. When my mother and I arrived, there were people sitting in folding
chairs all around the concrete yard. Some chatted and drank yellow packets of chrysanthemum
tea while others complained about the hot weather and scolded their children for running
around. They had an air of subdued cheerfulness about them, as though they were attending
a reunion dinner instead of a funeral.
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My mother had arranged for black t-shirts to be provided for everyone there, so I had
no choice but to wear one. My cousins dragged me away to change my shirt while my mother
spoke to a pinch-faced man in white.
Where can I get changed? I asked.
Cousin Gilbert said, The bathroom’s being used and the girls are using uncle John’s room,
so you’ll have to use poh poh’s room.
I walked into my grandmother’s room and closed the door behind me. I leaned against
the door and stood in the stifling gloom for a while, turning my head left and right, looking
for any sign of movement. Nothing crawled out from beneath my grandmother’s rickety
bed. No shadows leapt at me from behind her chest of drawers. A portrait of Mother Mary
hung over the headboard, but not even her eyes seemed to be looking at me as I stood there
in the near dark. I began to sweat after a few minutes, so I stumbled over to the box fan
and switched it on. The windows were closed, but they didn’t shut out the raised voices from
outside. Enough light filtered in through the panes to allow me to see, so I didn’t switch
on the lights.
I put on the coarse, black t-shirt and sat down on the soft sheets of my grandmother’s bed.
Across from me, on the dark wooden dresser, nestled between a large hair brush and a box
of pearl powder, were my grandmother’s glasses. The lenses were thick and round and the rims
were blackened steel. I took the surprisingly weighty glasses and stared at them. I had never
seen my grandmother without those glasses before, not even when she was at the hospital.
I looked up at the Virgin and prayed that my grandmother would find her place, but I could
no longer picture my grandmother without her glasses because they were in my hands,
and each time I imagined her face it slipped away from me, evaporating in small clouds of
hot breath. I think I cried then but it was too dark to tell.
I don’t know if it was true, but my mother would sometimes tell me about how John
would insult my grandmother after he came back from a night out with his drinking buddies.
I don’t think he ever hit her, but he would tell her how sorry he was that he’d been born
into such a miserable family, and that he couldn’t wait for his inheritance.
Someone, I forget who, once told me a story about a soldier who went to war and carried
his pocket Bible with him at all times. The other fighters made fun of him and told him
that he was being silly, but the soldier carried his Bible with him everywhere and read a passage
from it every night. One day, during a fierce shootout, an enemy managed to shoot
the soldier in his chest. When the others went to see if he were dead, they found the soldier
unharmed. The bullet had hit the Bible that the soldier carried in his pocket, penetrating all
but the last page. I often wondered if my grandmother’s Bible could stop bullets when
John sniped at her. At least one of the bullets must have gotten through, and that must have
been the third thing that killed her.
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I left my grandmother’s room and joined my cousins out in the hall. One of them, Pui
Wan, looked at me. Have you been crying? she asked.
To my surprise, I bent my head and said, No.
My family stood around my grandmother’s coffin. We were praying but I wasn’t paying
attention to what the pinch-faced man said because I was staring at the casket. It was too small
for a person, much too small for me. The coffin lid was screwed on tight so that nothing
could get in or out. I wondered how my grandmother could fit in there without complaining
about how cramped it was. When the adults finally stopped talking, I walked up to the coffin
and peered in the glass front. My grandmother’s face was much paler than I’d remembered,
her wrinkles had been smoothed out, and she wore dark plum lipstick. They’d dressed her up
and made her look young. Her mouth was slightly open, as though she were about to say
something to me and had paused to gather her thoughts. She wasn’t wearing her glasses, and I
wondered why the adults had decided to let her go to heaven half-blind. I worried that
she might lose her way once she left the familiar surroundings of her house. The pinch-faced
man said something, and all the adults bowed their heads and closed their eyes again. I
half-expected my grandmother to push open the lid of the coffin, scaring the man in the white
shirt and the adults whose heads were bowed in prayer. Then she’d get up, shuffle to her
room, and put on her glasses before getting back into the coffin and closing the lid behind her
for good. I kept one eye open and watched the casket to see if the lid would rise an inch,
or start to rattle. I wondered if any of my cousins had the same thoughts, and what they would
say if they knew a boy of thirteen was imagining such ridiculous things. Still, while the
adults prayed on, I listened for any sound that might be my grandmother’s soft voice asking
me to open the coffin lid and let her fly away. By the time everyone had stopped praying,
nothing had happened. I was mildly surprised.
For my twelfth birthday, my grandmother gave me a small jade crucifix. We were sitting
on the sofa in her living room and she was asking me about school and my family. For
the most part, I managed to answer each of her queries in Cantonese: mom and dad are fine,
working too hard; the dogs are growing quickly, very naughty; I’m doing good in school.
It was one of the few times when my grandmother spoke Cantonese that was simple enough
for me to understand, so I didn’t need the black sheet of paper or the lump of charcoal.
How are you doing? she asked.
I’m fine, I answered as best I could, how about you?
Not bad, not bad. So you’re twelve now. Growing up very quickly, she said.
Then my grandmother took out a small jade cross from her shirt pocket. This is a birthday
gift for you, she said, pressing it into my palm.
The cross was dull, roughly-shaped, and had small chips on its surface. It looked worn, old,
like it had been carried across the sea in someone’s shirt pocket a very long time ago. It was,
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however, very light. It weighed so little that I thought if I moved my hand away slowly the
jade cross would remain suspended in the air.
Thank you, poh poh, I said.
My grandmother said, You’re welcome. A grown-up gift so you’ll grow up well.
When I left her house a couple of hours later, I gave her a peck on her right cheek and
waved goodbye. I got into the family Mitsubishi, turned, and watched my grandmother
wave goodbye with her right hand.
There was always charcoal ash left over when my grandmother had finished cooking her
curry. Amid the celebrations ushering in a new year, the ashes were the remains of the
funeral pyre of the hens that had died. While I sat in the yard with the other children and
joked with them about school and discussed where to get fireworks for later, the ashes
were on my mind. When I walked inside the house and heard the adults at the dinner table
laughing about an aunt’s fortune and a cousin’s misfortune with equal vigor, I thought
about the charcoal ashes. I even thought about the ashes while I washed the bowl from which
I’d eaten the curry. I imagined the ashes falling into a river and flowing out to sea, then
being lifted into the air and into the clouds, and later coming down to earth with the rain,
into the dust, back into the small clay stove my grandmother used to cook her chicken
curry, into the curry itself, and finally into me. When the reunion dinner was over and most
of my relatives had left, my mother and I stayed behind to help clean up. While my mother
washed the dishes, I took the small clay stove to the drain just outside the front entrance
of my grandmother’s house, grabbed fistfuls of the charcoal ash, and flung them into the air.
Most of the ash drifted down into the deep drain below, but some of it was light enough
to fly away from my grandmother’s house forever.
John wasn’t at either of my grandmother’s funeral services, but he was at the crematorium
the next day when my mother and I arrived. He stood in the midst of my cousins, uncles,
and aunts, neither frowning nor smiling, neither crying nor shouting. His face was an
expressionless mask. I didn’t know if I should look at him, so I turned away.
The air of the crematorium was thick with the smell of cooking flesh. I looked around at
the barren hills, and the tile-and-mortar crypt where my grandmother’s ashes were to be
interred. There were no graves around because PJ Modern Casket was very up to date: the
hills had been covered in concrete, and recessed walls set into their surfaces had niches
where the ashes of the dead could be sealed in. Those great, rectangular blocks of hollow stone
dotted the hill like grim dominoes. Next to one of those concrete blocks, a flight of steps
had been chiseled into the hillside. The cremation was to take place in the squat building at
the bottom of the hill, but I climbed the steps to see who my grandmother’s neighbors
would be. At the top was a locked gate, beyond which lay five stone walls, standing close
together but not quite touching, the gaps between them revealing the fallow earth in
their midst. It would have been nice if someone had planted something there, but I think
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the only plants that could have survived were cacti. My grandmother would be buried at the
bottom of the hill, in a place where death was heaped upon death. I frowned and kicked
the locked gate before going back down the steps.
I don’t recall my grandmother ever smiling. She might have made some jokes and been
quite happy, but she never smiled. Several years after her death, when I went through
the photographs in the family albums, I couldn’t find a single snapshot of her smiling at the
camera or at anyone she was speaking to. It must have been that mask of hers.
The day after my grandmother’s body was cremated, her ashes were put in a porcelain urn,
which was then placed in a little alcove in a wall at the bottom of the lifeless hill and sealed
with a slab of rusty red marble while I watched. It was a blood clot, sealing my grandmother
in the arteries of a dead giant. I didn’t blame the picture on her slab for not smiling. What
eternal life could be found in such a place? The epitaph on the marble slab read, ‘May Your
perpetual light shine upon her O Lord,’ and I wondered if any light could filter in, hidden
as she was.
My aunt, cousins, and I lit candles my mother gave us, and I let some of the wax drip
onto the ground in front of my grandmother and tried to set my candle upright in the small,
molten puddle. It fell over twice, but the flame wasn’t extinguished, and I managed to get
it to stand straight on the third try. When my mother spoke, I said a prayer. I said the Lord’s
Prayer, but inside, I prayed that the marble slab would crumble so that my grandmother
wouldn’t suffocate. After bowing our heads for a few minutes, my mother and I climbed into
the family Mitsubishi, and my mother began to drive away from the crematorium and
the dead hill.
I could smell the scent of cooking flesh, even through the car’s glass window. It was oily,
cloying, a wretched stench that made me gag. For a little while, I saw bits of ash drift past and
wondered if they belonged to anyone I knew. My hands shook and I couldn’t sit still in my
seat. I wanted to jump out of the car and run back to the crematorium, gather all the ash
I could find, and scatter it to the winds so it would be free. Maybe I could ask the undertaker
if he could burn some black paper for me.
I clenched my hands and said nothing, and my fingertips grew warm, as though I’d just
touched a bowl, left too long on a clay stove, scorching with unnamed words.

24

CHORES

ITZ
LOGAN FR

ans::
::pans::pans::p
|big tin cans|
>
itch noses>>>
With long w
r’-roses’
ve
war><ing’-o
`on-`heads-`
And
~~~roses?		
from
?kisses?		
from
LIES!!		
!!eeewwwGIR
rawr!
yeah!
onsss;
fight.ing drag
		
!#$
#$!TakeThaT
.my.thun.der
my.metal.hat
rash!crash
!crash!crash!c
{
}}}CRASH{{
d.
oops, sorry, da
.
doing dishes
-he

		

.. . splash* he

25

M AN
DUSTIN HOFF
IRIDOLOGY
so light,
I never saw eyes
d,
pigment draine
,
ed
pulse slow
s spilling.
hines with wire
kfast,
hooked to mac
the uneaten brea
ed
h, that replac
nc
lu
n
te
ea
un
An
nner,
e untouched di
that replaced th
possible,
solids no longer
beacon of hope
s.
but set out as a
ery eyed visitor
comfort for wat
a
st
ju
be
ay
m
or
light,
And blue eyes so
so close to white
visionless sight
staring past me,
through me.
say,
I had nothing to
m
wanted to tell hi
I
gs
in
so many th
h
but I lost strengt
as he did
to recognize.
unable to react,
ered
Withered, weath
r
te
four strokes la
tter.
and none the be
I kissed his brow
ld hands
and held his co
those eyes,
and looked into
eyes.
those pale blue
over
I ran my fingers
hairs
his freyed grey
t an
ou
ed
and squeak
I love you
e other family,
so quiet that th
atting
laughing and ch
bed,
to the adjacent
couldn’t hear
my voice.
the cracking in
his eyes rolled
And for a second
riously,
towards me labo
m the window
fro
ht
but it was lig
to.
that he looked

26

D GARDEN,
A NEGLECTE
IN
ARD
K
C
A
B
MY
THLEEN WILL
LAYING ON
SKEPSIS K A
LO
A
H
P
M
O
ENGAGED IN
s
elry out of gras
to make me jew
as you attempt
and dead.
blades withered
hands,
to pieces in your
When they fall
you
does it occur to
them?
that you killed
gives attention
rson I know who
pe
ly
on
e
th
u,
Yo
in Siberia,
tracks of a train
to chinks in the
uch
ghts of idle
ssia and those m
who turns thou
s in northern Ru
nd
la
en
rr
ba
d
curiosity towar
ur feet
closer, two to fo
.
between my legs
away from you,
en there, or to

You’ve never be

Siberia.

m a blade
can delicately ai
And while you
e other
y navel, there ar
of grass inside m
entirely
targets you miss
ths from

mon
a month after six
and a year and
be the same.
now it will still

e garden,
ions, there in th
sit
po
ift
sh
e
w
As
p
m, me to the to
you to the botto
ey and wilted
we brush the gr
leaves away
your blue jeans
from the fly of
ift the train
and casually sh
Siberia,
back from sex to
of conversation
bs
ntangle our lim
so when we dise
ay from me,
you can walk aw
emplation
urs of spent cont
shedding the ho
en
wn.
left in the gard
last summer’s la
n fragments of
ow
br
le
itt
br
e
lik

27

E
ITLYN PELFRESN
23: X, Y CA
ry;
nize the laborato
Petri dishes colo
lost
colleagues long
of microbiology.
s
le
ng
in their ju
I think I hear
Kurtz
stance;
calling in the di
er
ope screams loud
sc
but the micro
instead.
and I turn to it
Eve whispers
Mitochondrial
hers lead
other of all Mot
at my ear, the M
:
adjustment knob
me to the coarse
closer.
I focus it, lean
ttural
d
In the softly gu
thousand year ol
e hundred fifty
on
a
of
ur
m
ur
m
s
tongue, she open
to me.
the field of view
ns
tly crowd the le
My fingers inep
e
ing the elusiv
prematurely seek
iris diaphragm.
it, I know,
Coming upon
as Eve stays me,
:
ifyingly tangible
becoming horr
she
is in control.
g
The data buzzin
e slide
th
on
e
before m
hypothesis:
a
ch
supports su
sed light, I see
in perfectly focu
f
has made hersel
the weapon she
ome.
formed chromos
from my one de

28

SE SWARTZ
ONNET RO
-S
TI
N
A
TE
y Jack bottle up
EXPATRIA
ght sky: Kentuck
ni
e
th
in
on
g
steam.
ea what’s goin
ers, blurred by
You have no id
ed with sunflow
dl
rid
a,
av
isl
at
Br
past the fields of
you believe me?
assiopeia, would
C
no
as
w
r
he
y mot
rtender—
and told you m
in, Euro trash ba
If I pointed up
th
or
ph
m
ny
a
ul than any se
No less beautif
e;
ht a Lucky Strik
to Prague. Go lig
ck
ba
u
dow.
yo
in
ss
w
ki
akian train
ough whiskey to
, from the Slov
nt
de
ci
ac
I only wanted en
d
ire
a red-ha
ue, exhale me,
no, a Camel Bl
oming Quiet.”
book called “Bec
ur
yo
of
ges,
s
ge
pa
n
derico. Back pa
Slip me betwee
me pill bugs Fe
na
d
an
os
an
pi
burn
Book where we
s,
r Vespa Moped
the poster girl fo
as
ric
ne
ge
d
ble.
, glossy an
e faces irretrieva
keep me distant
gs bared to mak
le
,
ad
cl
kac
bl
long-haired and
were one:
tatoes. And you
po
d
he
as
m
c
rli
of ga
time you spoke
u were ashing
In bed that last
arly worn off, yo
ne
k
in
dr
n,
w
in in the da
white under-sk
on grant money
to travel Russia
e
lik
u’d
Yo
.
on
rt
e to say it, but
ocolate milk ca
n’t mean it. Hat
do
t
bu
in an empty ch
le
rif
y
sa
you
urder. The way
and commit m
th
ientists whose fil
p bones: dirt sc
hi
ve
ha
ey
nd
th
ha
n
a gypsy’s
gs better whe
watch you hold
I can fuck thin
own. I want to
y
m
to
l
ua
eq
or
is greater than
ge,
any loud langua
me a postcard in
p
ro
D
.
omeda;
re
dr
ua
An
Sq
chaining
ld Town
the length of O
rseaus will be un
Pe
y,
sk
e
th
in
iscotheque,
in German or D
ains. Besides,
help with my ch
no
ed
ne
I
is.
th
m
park bench
y metaphor fro
de that hostel,
tsi
ou
u
Do not draw an
yo
ep
ke
t me
r be so bold. Le
you would neve
you
sour mash lead
t let that flask of
no
o
D
t.
ou
ry
d
et
n geom ,
et was snippe
with your earthe
on
o
where your pock
G
h.
rc
po
e
ic to my humbl
across the Atlant
od for me,
slug, you, too go
a
d
te
an
w
ly
on
acks. I
ed.
the sidewalk cr
n in a flower-b
corneas stuck in
r me, face-dow
fo
n
ee
gr
o
to
u,
Yo
well past noon.

29

30

31

HOLODAY SURPRISE JUSTIN ROBERTS
(We are in an underground joint, warehouse, private flat type place. In the center
of the middle room there is a very large pipe organ and nothing else; it is backlit with
shades of green light. The room SL is a restroom, but not by purpose. There is a
gray upside down urinal, and the lights above the mirror are shades of red. In the mirror
is a neon 3-D painting of Santa Claus. On the wall are four holocopters (mind
image projection devices) they all have sparkly holographic bows on them. MARJORY
comes down the dimly lit hallway SR smoking a cigarette, we see her only her
silhouette until she reaches the front of the stage. She timidly opens the door and walks
into the center room. The room should have an audible electric hum. The door
has a white frosted stencil that reads DANGER X-MAS, similar to a DANGER X-RAYS
sign that one might see in a doctors office. As she opens the door this sign is revealed
to the audience. She sees the organ, looks around warily, closes the door very quietly and
walks over to the organ. She peeks behind it and then addresses it. She places her
fingers carefully on the middle keys without a sound as if she had learned the position
early in life and was remembering it. She looks around hesitantly once more, sits
on the organ bench and begins to play “Moonlight Sonata.” She plays on for several
measures while DONNER comes down the hallway curious of the noise. He
opens the door very quietly, spots MARJORY and sneaks up behind her with his hands
in his light blue velvet suit coat pockets. He watches her for a moment, takes off
his red and green 3-D glasses and puts his hand on her shoulder. She is startled, turns
around rapidly and scoots away to the end of the bench.)
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DONNER

Are you lost little darling?

MARJORY

No.

DONNER

No?
(DONNER sits on the bench with MARJORY.)
You came with a friend?

MARJORY

Yeah.
(Pause.)

DONNER

I see.
(Beat.)
Is your friend around?

MARJORY

No, I think he went off with someone.

DONNER

I don’t mean to interrogate, I’m just curious.
(Beat.)
—Like you.

MARJORY

Killed the cat right?
(She chuckles nervously.)

DONNER

Right. You’re not a cat are you?

MARJORY

Not since I last checked.

DONNER

Yeah, I can usually tell when someone’s a cat.
(Beat.)
I’m right again.

MARJORY

Huh.
(Pause.)

DONNER

That was quite the composition you were performing, what do you call it.

MARJORY

I call it “Moonlight Sonata,” I wrote it last night.
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DONNER

(Seriously.)
It’s very good. You’ve got a thing for finger moving. What’s your favorite
color?

MARJORY

Brown.

DONNER

Like your pants?
(DONNER points to her pants almost touching them.)

MARJORY

Yeah, minus the polka dots.

DONNER

I have two favorite colors. Green and Red. That’s amazing, because green
and red together make brown—minus the polka dots.
(MARJORY laughs awkwardly.)

MARJORY

I guess we have something in common then, right?

DONNER

We have a lot in common.
(Pause.)
My name is Donner.

MARJORY

I’m ...

DONNER

Can I call you xylo?

MARJORY

Uh ...

DONNER

I wanted a xylophone for Christmas when I was thirteen years old.
(Beat.)
I didn’t get one.
(Beat.)
My parents backburnered the chromatic scale.

MARJORY

That’s really too bad.

DONNER

This doesn’t have to be.

MARJORY

I guess not.
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DONNER

Of course not, you are a gift, and so is your composition. Back to your
composition. Let’s talk about your composition xylo.

MARJORY

Well, it’s not ...

DONNER

Not what it’s not, what it is.

MARJORY

It’s ...

DONNER

It is making our organ sad. The sad organ only plays one note at a time,
because if he plays multiple, he gets confused. Confusion makes us angry.
We have to be happy in these times, this season can fill our cold stockings
with sparkle if we let it. We can’t let the chords tangle our thoughts, we
have to keep them straight like the velvet ropes that hang from clouds.
(Beat.)
The organ is sighing.
(Beat.)
Do you hear it?

MARJORY

It sounds like electricity.

DONNER

No, no, no. It runs on wavelengths.
(Both listen.)
Here, let me show you.

MARJORY

I saw the cord in the back.

DONNER

No, no, that’s just for show xylo. Let me show you.

MARJORY

Okay—
(He takes her left hand.)
Wait.
(She takes it back.)

DONNER

I’m not trying to get you.
(He offers his hand again. She hesitates and gives it to him.)
Your hand is cold and wet, like you’ve been holding icicles all night. You
have to let them dry, evaporate and move them.
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MARJORY

Come on man.

DONNER

I wish you wouldn’t label me. But I understand.

MARJORY

Ultraman?

DONNER

It has no matter. Let’s forget.
(Pause.)
Now, point your finger like an arrow.
(She points.)
I’m going to let your hand go and you must touch the key you feel most.
The note holds no relation to the thought in your head, it must go directly
in, up and out.
(Beat.)
Feel!
(She presses a key; it is awkward.)

MARJORY

Ceeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee.
(DONNER cups her mouth, and MARJORY slaps his hand down.)
What the hell’s your problem?

DONNER

You weren’t feeling.

MARJORY

You’re a creep.
(MARJORY gets up.)

DONNER

I’m only trying to help something move.

MARJORY

You’re blowing smoke man.

DONNER

I’m a vessel not a chimney. It’s a column of air xylo.

MARJORY

Quit calling me that.

DONNER

Fine, but try and understand. Come sit once more.

MARJORY

Only if you promise not to touch me.
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DONNER

I will touch you, but not with my physical.

MARJORY

Whatever.
(She sits on the bench.)

DONNER

I just want you to see what you can capture with a column of air. It takes
only a single pitch soldiering towards the infinite decimal to shatter
a crystal glass. Concentrate, reverberate, and consummate the particles
colliding within a brass tube of this organ. Your thoughts can procreate and
burst inside it like the rupturing of a ... like ... a ...

MARJORY

Like a maggots in a rotten possum carcass.
(DONNER stands up and turns around to face FS.)

DONNER

That’s gross, but no, that’s not it.
(He thinks and scratches his head. MARJORY turns around to watch.
DONNER makes a frame with his hands, makes a circle inside steps back,
aims his finger like a pistol, focuses and shoots at his imaginary target.)

MARJORY

You missed.
(He turns his head to look over his shoulder at her, and then looks back
at the audience with a sinister grin.)

DONNER

How can you be so sure?

MARJORY

There was nothing to hit to begin with, you’re shooting at an
imaginary target.
(Beat.)
In my opinion you missed.

DONNER

I HIT IT. DEAD ON.
(Beat.)
I SAW IT. I HIT IT.

MARJORY

A duel.

DONNER

Excuse me?

37

MARJORY

A duel. That’s the only way to settle differences in opinions. In the end
there’s only one right answer. The winner is still standing with it on their
shoulders. And if they want to, that is if they don’t feel totally comfortable
with their opinion, they can always reflect further in their opponent’s
standing pool of fresh blood.
(MARJORY stands.)
You missed my bleeding heart by a long shot Mr. Donner.
(MARJORY plays the very powerful opening chords to Beethoven’s Fifth on
the organ)
I’m bored.
(He grabs his chest staggers around the room with his eyes closed. He
comes very close to falling into MARJORY but seems to be well aware of
the space. He comes close to the ground, draws a circle around himself on
the ground, spins once inside it, falls, and occupies the circle in the fetal
position.)
BORED.
(Long Pause. She stares at him, and lights a cigarette.)

DONNER

Please, xylo. Come help me from the womb.
(MARJORY sits, crosses her legs and ashes on the ground.)

MARJORY

Let me finish my cigarette first.

DONNER

Okay.
(He remains in the fetal position facing towards front stage. Long pause.)
How old are you xylo?

MARJORY

(Drags and exhales.)
Thirty-six.

DONNER

Me too.

MARJORY

Any kids?

DONNER

No xylo, you’re the closest I’ve come.

MARJORY

Humans call me Marjory.
(MARJORY drops her cigarette and rubs it out with her foot. She stands
and stares at DONNER.)
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DONNER

Yeah, that’s a great name, but it’s not helping me find my past.

MARJORY

Hm.
(She steps closer.)
That’s too bad.

DONNER

Yep.
(Long pause. MARJORY steps closer.)

MARJORY

So, is that your birth name, Donner.

DONNER

It was a gift.

MARJORY

From who?

DONNER

Santa Claus.
(MARJORY laughs, DONNER is serious.)

MARJORY

Really?

DONNER

Never mind.

MARJORY

Did he give you anything else?

DONNER

Yes. Everything.

MARJORY

Like what?

DONNER

Birth—me.

MARJORY

What’s that?

DONNER

BIRTH—ME—.

MARJORY

Oh.
(She crouches behind him.)
Let’s see.
(She waves her hands over him.)
Wait.
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DONNER

Wait?

MARJORY

I don’t know how.
(She gets up and walks to the organ bench.)

DONNER

Where is the reflection?

MARJORY

That was it.
(Beat.)
And now I have to blow my nose.

DONNER

And now we wait good shepherds, have faith, we await: THE
IMMACULATE CONGESTION.
(MARJORY looks at the door SL and stares at the sign on it. It reads in
large glimmering elaborate font “THE PRESENT : THE FUTURE,” and
it is fastened to the door with a large holographic bow. MARJORY gets
up, mesmerized by the door, and begins to walk towards it slowly.
DONNER hears her footsteps, looks at her, cringes into a ball, and reaches
desperately from the fetal position.)
BIRTH ME!!!
(MARJORY jolts around.)

MARJORY

No kook!
(DONNER’S arm is still outstretched.)

DONNER

Why?

MARJORY

I’m bored again.

DONNER

Well—

MARJORY

I would like to see what’s in there now.

DONNER

What happened to you?

MARJORY

Nothing. I’m still curious.
(DONNER laughs and curls back into a fetal position.)
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DONNER

(Annoyed.)
You can’t even find the luster in a simple metaphysical experiment. You
need POP not art.

MARJORY

Who said anything about art? I’m bored, I just asked for entertainment.
(She leans over him to see if he’s paying attention.)
I’m really just seventeen.

DONNER

Humph.
(She starts to walk around.)

MARJORY

I’m seventeen, I like to run in museums and stand up at movie theaters.
My mom won’t let me have any pets, because when they get sick I used to
operate on them. I’m an only child, my mother is barren, she had to use
a tube kit to get me and I came out in the rainforest exhibit in the Gaggle
Arboretum.
(Beat.)
I was delivered by a Spanish janitor.
(Beat.)
My mom is pretty, she has yellow hair.
(Beat.)
My grandma is ugly, she has steel colored hair.
(Beat.)
My uncle likes space, and was institutionalized for it. And— I like go-gos,
woosy’s, Marble-A’s, Marble-B’s, but not Marble-C’s, and jellies.
(DONNER reaches into his pocket and pulls out a colorfully wrapped
piece of candy. With his focus still towards the audience, he shoots his hand
up in the air with the candy well presented between his thumb and
forefinger.)

DONNER

Here. Is this what you want.
(MARJORY looks at it, and goes over and snatches it from his hand. She
unwraps it, holds it up to the light and looks it over thoroughly.)

MARJORY

What is it?

DONNER

(Tiredly.)
Recreation.
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MARJORY

Thanks.
(She puts it in her pocket.)

DONNER

You can go have your gay parade now.

MARJORY

I think I’ll wait.

DONNER

And why is that? I thought you needed entertainment.

MARJORY

It was just a word for whatever’s behind that door.
(MARJORY walks over to it, puts her hand on the knob and looks back at
DONNER.)

DONNER

You won’t have any idea how to use it.

MARJORY

(Seductively.)
I have ideas.
(She opens the door. DONNER jumps up from his fetal position and
rushes over to the room, which she is already inside of.)

DONNER

You’re a violator.

MARJORY

Yeah, but maybe you are too.

DONNER

And an abuser. These are supposed to be locked up because of people like
you, some boob must of gotten fuzzed and forgot to. Probably Blitzen.

MARJORY

(In awe.)
Really.
(She touches the holocopters very gently with both hands. They have lots
of colorful wires, nodes, and circuitry. There are cords attached to the rear
of the helmet.)

DONNER

Careful!

MARJORY

What are they?
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DONNER

Neurophysic Projection Devices.

MARJORY

I think I’ve read about these before.

DONNER

No you haven’t, this is different.

MARJORY

Well, I wanna try it.

DONNER

I really can’t, you’re too young, and the adverse effects could ruin your life.

MARJORY

Maybe you’re too old.

DONNER

I’m the perfect age for everything.

MARJORY

So lets do it.

DONNER

What?

MARJORY

Whatever you want, lets just get these helmets on.
(Long Pause.)
Eh.
(Long Pause.)
Come on.

DONNER

(Abruptly.)
FINE.

MARJORY

Fantastik.
(She looks for the one she likes the best.)

DONNER

You can tell no one of this ever occurring, how, where, when, whatever.
Understand!

MARJORY

Yes Mr. Donner.
(She carefully picks out her favorite (they all look very similar) and walks
out to the bench to sit down.)
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DONNER

Be – Careful.

MARJORY

Okay.
(DONNER picks one as well, and along with it grabs a large black suitcase
that was setting beneath the holocopters. He walks out to find MARJORY
holding her helmet like a Christmas present, anticipating something
grand and catastrophic. He sits down with her and opens the suitcase on
the floor.)

DONNER

Marjory, we are having a Holoday.

MARJORY

Yeah?

DONNER

I expect you to treat it with the respect you have for any other holiday.

MARJORY

I will.
(DONNER begins to set up. He pulls out a projection device from the
suitcase, and goes into the bathroom to retrieve to white stand up screens
(The screens are semi-transparent so both the audience and actors can
see what’s being projected). They place the devices on their heads
simultaneously. DONNER adjusts MARJORY’S slightly and when all is
set up they sit cross-legged on the floor. They are plugged in and they
begin to watch the screens flicker. At first various colors and patterns similar
to that of a kaleidoscope appear. Various blips, beeps, and humming
sounds occur in conjunction with the changing patterns and colors. After
a short while, DONNER reclines and props his head up with a large pillow
that was lying next to the organ. MARJORY is intensely involved in
the screening. She is starting to see some cartoon like images of fruit and
animals. DONNER’S screen begins to show some realistic images now.
He may be taking part in some tribal rituals, or riding a toy pony. Next on
his screen appears various shots of MARJORY making breakfast. She
is cracking eggs, and MARJORY looks over to see what’s on his screen.
Immediately, a similar scenario appears on MARJORY’S screen.)

DONNER

Try not to look at mine.
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MARJORY

Oh, sorry.
(She goes back to an intense study of her screen; she is still preparing
breakfast. After she cracks the next egg yolk begins to ooze from the corners
of her eyes. She wipes it off with a piece of bread and eats it. (The audience
should be able to smell the breakfast, vendors may even be employed
to pass out pieces of bacon to the audience.) She throws away the sausage,
shakes some salt and pepper in her mouth and goes out the back door
of the kitchen. It is raining, she sees a tree house, goes up inside of it and
there are a few people waiting for her with tea. They sit down and
talk. Simultaneously, MARJORY goes up stairs in DONNER’S Holoday.
She opens the bathroom door and sees a large claw foot bathtub
with the curtain pulled around it. She throws open the curtain and sees
DONNER lying in a tub full of orange juice. He dips into the pool
and offers MARJORY a cup of the juice. She takes it and enjoys it very
much. She takes her clothes off, and gets into the tub with DONNER.
They start drinking more and more rapidly, begin to kiss rapidly, and finally
start copulating in the bathtub. (Vendors could hand out oranges at
this time.) Their copulation continues until DONNER brings his hand to
touch MARJORY’S leg. She notices what is happening in DONNER’S
Holoday, and slaps his hand away. DONNER’S screen is of a mirror filled
with orange pulp. MARJORY’S is a picture of a beached whale.)

MARJORY

You dirty creep!
(She takes her helmet off.)

DONNER

So what.

MARJORY

So—, you just wanted to do this so you could fuck me on T.V.?

DONNER

It’s a Holoday, not T.V. And no that was not the original plan. It just
happens that way sometimes.
(MARJORY stands up with the helmet in hand.)

MARJORY

Whatever, I should have known.

DONNER

It’s a Holoday Marjory, it’s not real life. That would never happen in
real life.
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MARJORY

You’re a violator!
(Gestures with helmet.)
And you shouldn’t be allowed to use this.
(She shakes it and DONNER stands to save it if need be.)

DONNER

BE CAREFUL with that.

MARJORY

I can do whatever I want with it, I’ve just been violated.

DONNER

No you can’t. Because you weren’t violated, and that girl in the Holoday
could have been anyone.

MARJORY

It was me. Don’t think I don’t know what I look like.
(DONNER takes off his helmet.)

DONNER

Just settle down and we can figure out why this happened to us.

MARJORY

You touched my leg, I don’t like you enough for you to touch my leg.

DONNER

Fine, if that’s it then we’re done.
(He sets his helmet on the bench and turns off the projector.)

MARJORY

I want some time alone.
(DONNER is busy taking down the screens.)

DONNER

What?

MARJORY

I want you to leave, I’m really shaken up.

DONNER

I don’t think so, you’re welcome to go any time you like.

MARJORY

(Very tensely.)
No, I can’t go. I have to stay for a few minutes, I can’t move you have
to leave.
(MARJORY holds herself tightly and sits on the bench.)
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DONNER

I can’t leave you here alone.
(MARJORY starts sniffling and puts her head her hands, she begins
to wimper.)
Would you quit it please?

MARJORY

(Yelling into her hands.)
NO!

DONNER

Fine! Five minutes. I’ll be down the hall so don’t try anything.
(DONNER leaves the room and closes the door. MARJORY lifts her
head from her hands, and we can see that she has been faking. She
smirks and then begins to pack up all of the equipment. She runs over to
the bathroom, looks at Santa in the mirror and spits on it. She begins
taking stuff to the window in the bathroom and dropping it gently onto
the ground outside. She has everything and proceeds to climb out of
the window. A minute or so later, DONNER comes into the room and
finds everything gone. Lights down.)

THE END
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ALL WE HAVE TO SAY BENJAMIN MYERS
(The following is comprised with the words and quotes of two local and one national
newspaper.)
“That’s the interesting thing about being president ...
I don’t feel like I owe anybody an explanation.”
Country on trial,
dental records used.
Wildly popular government evildoers stage life (v.2.0).
Hello, I’m 45, SWF,
metro blues,
daytime television depression, awards
recognize outstanding achievement dead.
Electronic for over 50 years
SALE! BUY ONLINE! CHARGE BY PHONE!
(Now accepting Visa and Master Card)
What is cash?
Dope, all ages welcome.
Chemical American dream,
with special guest:
BEER
BEER
BEER.
Meanwhile, four miles south,
Save the farm after the beep.
BEEP
“[Environmentalists] are not Americans, never have been Americans, never will be Americans.”
Jumping from a bridge
(we love trade-ins)
Shot himself
(subject to change without notice).
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“Two things made this country great: White men and Christianity.”
last chance
“Emotional appeals about working families
trying to get by on $4.25 an hour
are hard to resist.
Fortunately, such families
do not exist.”
Measure your life in rent.
We’re only human.
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METALLIC DRESS CHAPEL TAYLOR
She always sat at the bar across the room from me, on that bar stool in a tight metallic dress
that slid further up her thighs all night. Her closet must have been filled with every color
imaginable, blue, gold, silver, pink all of them beautiful. She smiled that odd half smile and
sent a wink that gave me shivers down my spine. Her top was low cut and she would
press her breasts together as the lucky men at her side talked to her, or rather to them. But
she would always punctuate her sentences with looks at me. I had come to know her so
well, from across the room. I knew her every gesture, the way she would flip her hair and sip
her drink steadily when she wished the man would go away, her casual rearrangement
of her bra straps when sitting idle at the bar. One day I’d approach her and in a single glance
she’d know that she wouldn’t be sleeping alone that night. But I was always across the room,
and I knew she’d never move from that stool, she wasn’t that kind of girl. She had class.
Between us the couples would dance all night. I had to bob my head from side to side
to keep her in my line of vision as the beautiful girls and smooth men twirled and dipped in
front of me. The chair I always sat in was worn in just perfectly for me and the pleather
no longer squeaked as I shifted in my seat to keep my eyes on her. I always made sure my best
pants were clean for Friday and Saturday night. I had to wear them twice and on Saturday
night they still smelled of Friday’s smoke, but once inside the bar no one could tell. Every
night I looked my best so that when she looked my way she’d see I’d dressed for her.
As I remember it this night was a Saturday, though in truth they all blended together
and time had no meaning until last call. Arriving home earlier than usual I collapsed on my
couch waiting for the clock to reach 10:00, my accustomed time of going to Chubby’s.
My body felt dead and it was nearly impossible to move. I sat there staring at my shirt and
pants which I had laid out for myself. They draped over the back of my desk chair and I
stared at them, unmoving, until finally I forced myself to get up, put them on and go to the
bar. I arrived at the bar a little later than usual, but still got my seat.
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Work had been awful, my spot on the assembly line was apparently performed better
by a brainless machine. Because my dad, now residing in a luxury condo in Florida, had been
one of the company’s founders they were trying to find me a new job on the line, but it
meant a pay cut, a big one. But I was in my favorite place, with my favorite girl. She never
arrived until 11:00, but I liked to get there early so I could get comfortable and watch
her come in. As I waited I watched the pool players off to the left of the dance floor. I could
see the sharks from a mile away, but the players never could. All night I’d hear their angry
cussing cutting through the music and over the laughter. The dance floor had an aroma
of aged, spilled beer that seemed to ooze from the floor boards, mingling with the cigarette
smoke and heavy cologne worn by most of the men, combined to create the scent of
Chubby’s, known nowhere else.
My usual beer turned into five and then a dry vodka and tonic, my father’s drink, I never
liked it much but some how it seemed appropriate. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it
was the layoff, maybe it was the day old pants, but something gave me the courage to stand
up when every other night I’d only sat in that chair. The pleather whined as its usual load
lifted. With a heavy exhale I pushed myself forward, toward her seat across the room. The
going was slow as I weaved between the dancers, constantly excusing myself as I interrupted
what were no doubt intimate moments. About halfway through the dancers I froze.
There she was, I’d never seen her from this close. The way the lights reflected off the
bar mirror made her blond hair glow and sent tiny starlight refractions off of her dress.
I could hear that laugh that I had seen so many times. It was gentle and soothing like water.
I could almost see the color of her eyes. She was talking to some man I’d never seen before
and her fingers gently spun the stem of her martini glass that rested on the bar counter.
I’m not sure how long I stood there, hypnotized by her beauty from twenty feet away. She
looked so different and yet so much the same.
It suddenly struck me that I should start moving again and as I leaned forward, she too
slid off of her accustomed seat. Confidently she strode forward a couple of paces toward
me. But then the man she’d been talking to, that stranger she barely knew, wrapped his arm
around her waist. As she passed me her eyes flitted in my direction and again she sent
that odd little half smile. For a fleeting moment our eyes met. Then the two of them glided
out of the room. Talking and laughing together.

53

HEUFT
ER JENNIFER
GR ANDFATH
nset reflected
Watching the su
glasses
In his dusty tan
s words
it to memory hi
ce
Trying to comm
wn in his presen
w me to write do
lo
al
’t
on
w
he
Which
be good enough
ndition would
He thinks my re
pletely full of it
I think he’s com
es in his eyes
e truth that shin
th
e
ur
pt
ca
n’t
I ca
dmother
e about his gran
When he tells m
ana
oman from Indi
A tough little w
and then some
n
w
to
g
m minin
Who moved fro
iner husband
With her coalm
he was twelve
said, that when
he
t,
or
sh
so
as
She w
t twelve)
ys he was a shor
(and grandma sa
sily
r could walk ea
His grandmothe
lder
ou
sh
raised at the
Under his arm
smiles
ith
w
face crinkled
His leather lined
At the memory
g the praises
he wanted to sin
n
he
w
n
ga
be
This story
cooking
Of cast iron for
se
bacon and grea
a woodstove
And butter and
who cooked on
r,
he
ot
dm
an
gr
his
That led him to
n
ys in the kitche
da
r
he
t
and sugar
And spen
of warm water
p
cu
a
ith
w
s
ng
ni
or
Starting her m
things started)
(she said it got
t only her family
She overfed no
bums as well
But the railroad
ong the tracks
if they walked al
them
They knew that
and a smile for
have warm food
to
re
su
be
ry
e’s
ng
Sh
et feed the hu
r cast iron skill
Not only did he
le
ce, grandma sty
It served up justi
n
cle Mario
One day his un
True to form
porch
the old wooden
Jumped up on
e kitchen
where else, in th
While she was,
e a rebel yell
oking
And he let loos
hen she was co
with grandma w
s
es
m
n’t
the porch
do
u
of
Yo
d him clean f
ke
oc
kn
d
an
et
ill
She flung her sk
pler then
sim
e
er
w
Things
He said
now
We’re so lucky
He said

54

ITZ
G LOGAN FR
S OF SPRIN
TE
U
IN
M
E
-FIV
END FORTY
HOW TO SP
Chasing(mutter flutter
flitter ditter
there?
herethere- where
‘im
roundin’ found
r
uppe downer		

stop

a flower
street
s and cross the
-look both way
Ms. McGrete
from mean old
hide
lefty
rightey-flightyee
w py
loopy-swoopy-s
h catch
catch catch catc
w)
slo
too slow too
.
rd
-butterflies is ha

55

57

FLAT BLACK TIRES ALLIE GRUNER
Thirty-five miles to Portland, it’s already 5:30. The rotating thud under the trunk resonates
in my sternum as the Amoco beams its commercial greeting.
My wife’s tense voice picks up after the engine dies. It shakes and falls at the end of each
sentence like the crackle of a far away radio station. Her mother cooked a beautiful roast
and we don’t have the decency to show up on time. I close the door in silence because that’s
all there is to say. I know she doesn’t give a damn about her mother’s dry pot roast.
There’s a line at the air pump. The teenage girls ahead of me are struggling with the
nozzle on their black colored Cutlass with peeling paint. Instead of filling the tire, the air is
obstinate, blowing their matching geometric haircuts into mops across pale foreheads.
Sighing, I kneel down to help the purple mop hold the corroded tube to the tire next to our
station wagon with too much trunk space.
My wife waits, enveloped in the air-conditioned leather with her arms wrapped around
the flat stomach I used to sleep against. She sits staring straight ahead. Her extraordinary
mind filled with soft skin and talc, too crowded for me.
“They said the results were conclusive.”
“Yeah, so are storybook endings ... and death.”
Looking at the hunched figure next to me squatting in the stench of gasoline, I notice
her tattered clothes and my shoulder begins to itch.
“Where’re you headed,” I ask, glancing at the side of her thin face. I can barely hear her
over the wheeze of the nozzle as it reluctantly submits to my steady hand.
“San Francisco,” she answers, still studying the wheel bed. My eyes join hers and we
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stare intently as the tire expands with air. The other girl lights a cigarette. Smoke curls
around her scarred cheekbones and underneath eyes that flit around like a humming bird,
resting on nothing.
With bodies no more than sixteen, their faces say something different, like bright
wrapping paper crumpled and discarded on the floor.
“What about life?”
“I never wanted them anyway. Never wanted the trouble.”
Their tire is filled and I pull the hose over to the station wagon. Before I kneel, I
notice my wife watching intently as the girls get into their car. The one with the cigarette
stares straight ahead, inhaling deeply. I look over to the driver’s side. The purple mop
gives me a slight wave of thanks out the window before putting the Cutlass in gear and
edging out into traffic.
I can see her now, gripping that wheel with every chewed fingernail.
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AT KNIFE POINT KEVIN KANE
I’m heading over to my friend’s house with a plastic grocery bag weighted down by a freshbaked loaf of carrot bread. It’s about quarter to midnight, two days before Thanksgiving.
I didn’t want to wear my big coat because it’s so awkward, but I’m regretting that decision
as I shiver against the cold. A thin man rides a bike that looks like it weighs a hundred
pounds across the road and calls out to me, “hey man, you got a light?” He’s almost more
of a silhouette, it’s so dark out.
“No,” I say, “I don’t smoke. I don’t have a match or anything.” I even pat my pockets for
emphasis. He rides up a driveway in front of me and onto the sidewalk. It’s an ancient bike
and it squeaks in a rhee-rhee fashion when he pedals it.
He rides toward me and, when his head is close, says, “You okay man.” His entire focus
is on me and he moves awkwardly on the bike.
I can’t tell if it’s a question or not, but I say, “yeah.” He keeps going down the sidewalk
away from me.
My cell phone rings and Andy’s old number comes up on the caller ID. I flip the cover
down. “I didn’t think you were back yet,” I say. “I just called your house in Baltimore
and then your girlfriend’s.”
“I just got back. Was she home?”
“No.”
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“What are you doing right now?” He asks.
“Well, I’m heading over to this girl’s house and taking her a loaf of carrot bread to try and
get her number.”
Just within the corner of my vision, something flits like the wing of a bird and I move
quickly to the right. The man on the bike rides up, “It’s cool,” he says. His voice rides easy
like expensive vodka. From his tone, it seems we’re acquaintances now. He lets me catch
up. “Yo, you smoke weed?” he asks, pedaling slowly next to me. His black skin and leather
jacket melt together in the shadows. He becomes a sort of specter resembling all the
bums coming around asking for something or selling something. I have always tried to
move quickly past them as if they really were ghosts, ignoring their pleas and questions.
But today, I say, “no, I don’t smoke.”
I hear on the phone, “Who’s that?”
“This guy next to me on the sidewalk,” I say as the man stops. I turn with the phone
on my ear as he lays his bike down.
“Hold up,” he says. I do. He moves toward me, more like floating than walking, and
reaches into his jacket. His pants are black: dark like the place we’re standing where the tree
blocks the streetlight, where the sidewalk cracks among dried leaves. No cars are passing
by, although it’s a busy road, Main Street, heading out of downtown. There’s not even a sliver
of moon in the sky. He’s reaching into his jacket maybe for the weed he mentioned. I
stand there waiting. His hand closes over something unseen and he begins to draw out a long
knife. It’s not a curved, French kitchen knife or a jagged hunting knife used to split the
bellies of deer. It’s a killing knife: a stabbing, mugging blade, shiny. It’s the only bright spot
around us. The blade glitters and it seems enormous, growing larger as more of it comes
into view. Suddenly, the world turns beneath me and becomes the place I never knew it was.
He looks at me, at whatever registers on my face, and says, “Let’s make this easy. Don’t
run.” The voice is still the same conversational tone, like he’s still selling me something, but
without any hint of humor. It’s the most serious thing I’ve ever heard. The cold air
outside disappears. It must be his voice and his words that trigger it that fast. I’m flying.
My legs carry me without a thought into the three lane one-way road and the corner
of my eye watches him, or maybe I just feel him, take off after me. But I fly. My wild leap
into the road makes the plastic grocery bag feel lighter and I realize I’ve lost my carrot
bread. Adrenalin thumping my blood loudly, I run faster than I can remember ever having
done before. It isn’t like I’ve read about. The world and moment don’t freeze, or at least
not where I am. The present simply becomes the only thing necessary. The rest of the world
falls away.
I hear Andy’s voice, “What’s going on?” as I reach the south sidewalk. And I realize
I’m still dutifully keeping the phone glued to my ear. I ran across the road with it up there
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the whole time. “The guy tried to jump me,” I say. But I’m breathless and lower the phone
to run full out, arms pumping. I don’t know how the bread could have fallen out, and I drop
my bag. It drifts to the pavement behind me. I run a block but, as I glance back, he’s gone.
My small black book falls from my inside jacket pocket and I risk stopping to scoop it up. I
raise the phone, “Yeah, that guy just pulled a knife on me,” I tell Andy. And I lower the
phone again and race toward my friend’s house, back across the empty road. I see a few cars
driving out of the city. They look far away and their headlights look dim.
The house is down a little dead-end side street. I come up on the porch. “Man, I lost my
bread, oh my god, I can’t believe that just happened to me, I’m here now at that girl’s
house,” I spray the words into the phone. The dog in the house, Otto, starts to bark in loud
bursts. Nothing comes down the street behind me. While knocking on the door, I ask
Andy if I can call him back and he says he’s going for a walk. A form comes to the door. I
recognize Liam as he opens the fogged-glass door. I launch into my story before I realize
that he doesn’t even really know me. We had met at a party, here, last week; the same time
I met the girl I was bringing carrot bread for. He looks at me like a guy who knows my
secrets, but won’t do anything with them as if he lacks any sort of malice or cruelty. I haven’t
a clue what he could know. Empty of the crowds of people and cigarette smoke from last
week, the house feels naked.
Safe in the quiet house, my story suddenly doesn’t sound believable. “It doesn’t feel real,”
I say, “whatever that means.” Liam offers to take me home. On our way out, he grabs a
flannel jacket and I see a copy of one of Guy Debord’s books. The name triggers something.
“My friend Andy told me about him once,” I say. “An art movement in France, I think
the fifties, right?”
“1957,” Liam tells me. “They were called Situationist International.” He drives me
home in his silver Jetta and I offer to take him up on his selling it before I remember that
I’m broke. I have two dollars in my wallet. It occurs to me that I ran from that man for
two dollars, maybe my phone, and my bread.
On the ride back, only four or five blocks, “yeah,” I say, “right up here on Main, see
there’s my bread.”
“But that’s newspaper,” Liam says, “see.” He points to it on the right as he slows down,
the wind catches it from underneath, spills it against the curb. The tiny black writing looks
to me like insects crawling over used butcher paper. I didn’t notice the newspaper earlier.
I begin to wonder if the man picked up my bread. I picture him using that huge knife to
carve out chunks of moist, sweet bread to carry them to his mouth.

